

i:, ^ ' 

MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 





PUBLISHED BY 
THE STUDENTS^ 

' foNTGOMERY 

[CBell — 

kCADEMY 




&SON 

225 4tK AvoJi 


*whsn Sratth QUotltps ansoUl 

ASK HERBERT JOHNSON 


CONTENTS 

Pa?e 

Dedication ^ 

The Sting of Christmas 6 

Tough Luck 

Starting Up the Ladder ^ 

Life’s Worst Habit 13 

So They Just Drifted On 15 

Love’s Labor Lost 1^ 

Christmas Gifts 20 

The Dream Ship 21 

Editorials 22 

Verse 25 

Alumni 26 

Locals 27 

Athletics 32 


THE LATEST STYLES AT THE LOWEST PRICES 


FACING 

CAPITOL 

BOULEVARD 



619-21 

CHURCH 

STREET 





montdomery Dell Bulletin 



Published by the Students of Montgomery Bell Academy, Nashville, 
Tennessee. Price, $2.00 Per Year. 


VOL. XXVII. 


DECEMBER, 1927 


No. 2 


mm 


The Sting of Christmas 

^ILLY WALLER had lived three months past his 
sixth birthday in a world of happy experience. 
He was going to school and playing games and 
drawing the teacher’s picture on the big school blackboard. 
His mother would send him to town on errands, and on 
the way he 'would stop and play with dirty boys of the 
streets. All the while he was learning new things and com- 
paring them with the things he was taught at home. 

His year and a half seniority over his baby sister Rosa- 
mond had caused her many unhappy hours. But things 
were changing for the present. He didn’t tie knots in 
Rosamond’s golden curly hair or pitch her doll for the dog 
to play with. He came home early from school to help 
his mother. At night he went to bed early without Dad 
getting the strap down. Little Rosamond had changed, too ; 
she didn’t cry when mother would forget to bring choco- 
late candy from the store or get mad when Billy made 
ugly faces at her. In fact, the Waller home was an exam- 
ple of virtue and goodness, all because Christmas was com- 
ing. 

The spirit of Christmas could be seen and felt every- 
where. Fireworks were exploding and sending fumes off 
only to be counteracted by the smell of fruits, and cakes hot 
from the oven. The store windows in the country town 
were decorated with bright-colored paper and streamers. 
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In one show window would be yellow oranges, red apples, 
dried grapes and striped candy of every color ; in the next 
one would be toys — steam engines, electric trains, toy mon- 
keys, dolls, doll beds and everything that would catch the 
eye of a child. Santa Claus was in every store, and if you 
would tell him what you wanted for Christmas he would 
give you a stick of candy right then, and on Christmas 
Eve come down the chimney and bring your toys. 

All the boys and girls were writing letters to Santa 
Claus. Billy and Rosamond must write theirs tonight, for 
mother and daddy are going to the big city tomorrow to 
give the letters to Santa Claus. Billy wanted a gun, a bicy- 
cle and a wagon load of firecrackers. Rosamond wanted a 
doll, a doll bed and a doll buggy. 

Now that mother and daddy had gone to the city, Billy 
would have time to see if what he had heard was true. 
It must be, for way hack in a dark closet was the very gun 
he told daddy to telt Santa Claus he wanted. 

Mother and daddy came home loaded down with pack- 
ages. Some were opened right then, but others were 
rushed to the back of the house and hid away before any 
one could suspect their contents. Dad put a big package 
behind the living room sofa. 

Christmas Eve finally came. The fire was put out and 
everybody went to bed early so Santa would come. About 
one o’clock in the morning mother and dad,dy started 
putting packages around the tree. Billy heard his mother 
say, ‘‘George, we have been robbed; someone has stolen 
little Rosamond’s doll buggy.” They looked all through 
the house but it couldn’t be found, so they went to bed 
thinking how disappointed their daughter would be. 

Morning came. Billy and Rosamond jumped out of 
their beds and ran to the tree. Everything was there but 
Rosamond’s doll buggy. She began to cry because Santa 
Claus didn’t like her. Mother finally quieted her by tell- 
ing her that Santa had carried the buggy to a poor little 
girl. Rosamond stopped crying because mother’s voice 
was so tender. 
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Billy stood all of this he could. What he knew had to 
come out. So he told the whole story. There was no Santa 
Claus except your mother and father, and he had hid the 
doll buggy to prove it. Rosamond was happy to get her 
doll buggy, but she was unhappy because there was no 
Santa Claus. 

Daddy got Billy by the arm. They marched dov/n the 
hall, through the kitchen and out the back door, there 
they turned to the right and went out to a little house in 
the back yard. Mother began to sing a Christmas carol to 
Rosamond. Sometimes her voice would go shrill when it 
should have been different. Soon the familiar sounds from 
the back ceased and mother stopped singing. 

Children soon forget sad accidents of life, especially 
when there are other things to attract their attention. 
Billy stood up and enjoyed a good Christmas dinner. Sev- 
eral times that day he tried to sit down, but the sting 
of Christmas was not over. 

Cordell Louthan, ^28. 


Tough Luck 



SAIAH JONES shivered down Seventh Avenue, 
stopping now and then before restaurants to gaze 
hungrily at the tempting window displays. 

It was Christmas Day. But what did that mean to 
Isaiah? He had been discharged for coming to work drunk 
the day before and his wife had thrown him out of the 
house with these kind words, ‘'Say, nigga, Tse gettin' tiahed 
seein^ yo' layin’ 'round heah loafin'. Ef yo' don' git anothah 
job today jes' keep on goin', 'cause they ain't no room 
for yo' heah." 

So Christmas found him cold and hungry; he was also 
thirsty, having emptied his bottle earlier in the day. 

Suddenly a grand idea struck him. He had heard his 
friends talking of the wonderful accommodations at the 
city jail — steam heat, a good bunk, good grub and, best of 
all, no work! 
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“How is I gonna get ’rested?” mused Isaiah. Suddenly 
a policeman was seen coming down the street in the dis- 

pinched. But what could 
^ happened to strike a tire on an auto 

parked near him. “Hot dawg!” he exclaimed, “I’ll swipe 
dat tire, datll get me a few months of comfort ” 

re«v ^ in the 

rear of the car and at once began taking off the tire “I’se 

better do this hp good so I’ll be sure to be sent up,” he 
muttered, so he whipped out his trusty razor and slashed 
the tire on the rear wheel three times. 

feiffnfnl*'^ and Isaiah, 

lA look, attempted to run, but he let 

hmself he caught about a block away. The officer walked 
tom to the next corner and there called the patrol. “Black 
rushing up the street, followed by a crowd of 
onlookers, many of them Isaiah’s friends. He never felt 
^mider in his life than when he was helped into the 

^ When he arrived at the jail he was booked with live or 

Women of various churches, wishing to show their true 
Christmas spirit, decided to prepare a turkey dinner for 
the prisoners at the jail. All was ready and Isaiah was 
commending himself on his superior judgment on having 
picked such a good place. ^ 

Just as a heaping dish of turkey, dressing, cranberry 
sauce and many other good things arrived at his place, a 
guard tapped him on the shoulder and told him that the 
desk sergeant wished to see him. 

Isaiah walked wonderingly down the corridor behind 
the guard until he came to the sergeant. 

He began “Isaiah Jones, the car from which you stole 
one tire and destroyed another belonged to two crooks, who 
a ew minutes after you were arrested rushed out of a drug 
store, which they had robbed, and were prevented from 
getting away by your commendable deed, and as a token 
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of our deep appreciation we hereby grant you your lib- 

erty.” _ 

Everything went black before Isaiah’s eyes, and when 
he came to he was ushered to the street by a guard, and 
Isaiah is still cold and hungry. 

Jimmie Kranz, ’ 30 . 


Starting Up the Ladder 

IM was walking from one end of the living room 
to the other as he waited for his -wife to finish 

dressing so they could go on to Mr. Bevington s 

party, which was highly anticipated by the people of Horn- 
town each year. Mr. Bevington was the leading banker of 
the town and was loved by everyone. He had given a party 
every year since he had been in Horntown and every one 
nf them had been a complete success, owing mostly to his 



large and always full cellar. 

“Say, we are a half hour late now!’' said Jim. “How 
much longer are you going to tickle your toes, anyway ?” 

“Oh, hush up,” replied his pretty young wife. “We are 
not supposed to get there exactly on time anyway. And 
besides, I think your watch is fast.” Thus they argued un- 
til they were finally ready. Jim locked the door and they 
walked out to the Lizzie and got in. For once the motor 
started on the first turn and they wtere bowling along nicely 
the next instant. 

They arrived at the mansion by following the long wind- 
ing driveway and stopped under a low-hanging tree about 
a hundred feet from the house and got out. No other cars 
were in sight. They walked slowly up to the door and 
rang the bell. 

The liveried doorman opened the door and seemed 
slightly surprised to see such early guests, but took their 
card and left them to announce their arrival to Mr. Bev- 


ington. 

He soon returned and told them that Mr. Bevington 
would see them in a minute and for them please to be 
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seated. They sat down and looked at the richly furnished 
room in awed silence. Just as they began talking they 
heard Mr. Bevington coming. Jean whispered as a last 
warning, ‘^Now don’t tell him that you are out of work, 
for goodness sake!” 

Mr. Bevington walked in and greeted them cordially, 
and then told them to sit down and they would soon be 
joined by Mrs. Bevington. They talked for some time, 
during which Jim did not make such a big impression as he 
had hoped for. But just as he was beginning to get gloomy 
Mrs. Bevington came in and after a moment she took Jean 
out of the room to show her the house. Mr. Bevington and 
Jim looked uncertain for a moment and then Mr. Bevington 
said brightly, ^‘Come on and let me show you my cellar.” 
Jim readily consented, so they walked to the basement. 

They went to a room about twenty feet square and when 
the light was turned on Jim saw that the room had shelves 
all around from ceiling to floor, and these shelves were 
all full of all kinds of liquors. He gazed at all the shelves 
in silent awe and then turned to Mr. Bevington with a 
big compliment on his lips, but it died when he saw him 
pouring out two full glasses of vin blanc. He sipped the 
white wine delightedly while Mr. Bevington told him that 
it was the best wine that was made in France. One drink 
called for another and soon Jimi was telling jokes while 
sitting on a ten-gallon keg of whisky from Canada. Mr. 
Bevington was laughing with him, but would cast a specu- 
lative look at him every once in a while and then seem to 
consider. 

At last he said, ‘‘Say, Jim, where are you working 
now?” Jim remembered what his wife had said, so he an- 
swered shrewdly, “Oh, I’m not working anywhere right 
now, but I was working at the International Bank yes- 
terday.” 

Mr. Bevington frowned at this and asked, “Working for 
Greene, eh?” And when Jim answered affirmatively he 
frowned all the more. They took another drink and then 
walked uncertainly up the steps. Jean looked at her hus- 
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band horrified as he walked up and he patted her affec- 
tionately while Mrs. Bevington took a disgusted look at 
her husband and then seemed by her look to blame Jim 
for her husband’s condition. 

At this time the other guests began coming in fast and 
soon the party was going full blast. Jim was feeling better 
than any of them because he had had a head start on them. 
He joked and sang with the best of them. He led them 
in song and had them following him around like a lot of 
pet dogs. 

Poor Jean, she was worried sick as she watched her 
husband making a general fool of himself. He elected 
himself toastmaster and he made a lot of wise cracks as he 
called on different big business men by their first names. 
At last the big clock struck three and the guests began 
leaving. 

Jean went and got her coat and hat and was standing 
at the door waiting when her husband passed her and said, 
Sit down, baby, I must talk with Mr. Bevington for a few 
minutes,” and they passed on. She started to go get him 
and drag him to the car, but she sat down instead and 
began wondering what Mr. Bevington could possibly want 
to see her husband for. 

Jim walked soberly into the smoking room with Mr. 
Bevington, accepted a cigar and settled back in an easy 
chair to hear what Mr. Bevington had to say. Mr. Bev- 
ington lighted his cigar and gazed intently at Jim for sev- 
eral minutes, then he began talking. 

“Jim,” he said, “what are jmu doing at Greene’s bank?” 
Jim was startled. “'Why,” he began, and then remembered 
his ruse.^ “Why, I am head teller there, but, well, you see, 
Mr. Bevington, I was head teller there day before yester- 
day, but I have never liked his system and had told him 
so several times, but it did not seem to do any good, so I 
quit, and at present am out of w'ork.” Mr. Bevington 
jumped to his feet and exclaimed, “Well, that certainly" is 
a coincidence. I need a good head teller, and if you can 
start work for me next Monday I will give you one-half 
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Life’s Worst Habit 

W, come on and take a drink. Just a little drink. 
Only one swallow. Just wet your lips.’’ These 
were the words spoken to Tom Jones, a man of 
twenty-eight years, nice looking, about six feet in height 
and a good Christian man that had never drunk nor 
smoked. 

‘‘No,” said Tom, “I’m sorry, but I mustn’t start drink- 
ing, because if I take one drink I will not be able to get out 
of the drinking habit.” 

“Oh, yes you will,” said his friends. 

One of the crowd named Jack Hatcher was one of 
Tom’s best friends. “I can stop drinking anytime I get 
ready,” said Jack. 

Finally, after persuading Tom for about twenty min- 
utes, he took one little sip, then another and another, and 
so on until he became sick and very dizzy. He was out and 
his friends carried him riding in Jack Hatcher’s car until 
he had sobered up. 

The first thing he said was, “Where is the bottle? Give 
me the bottle.” 

“No,” said his friends, “you have had enough for to- 
night; we must carry you home now.” 

“Naw, I want another drink, just a swallow; just a sip. 
Please, just one more.” 

“No,” said Jack, “you are almost home now.” 

“Let’s sing,” said Tom; “do something, raise hell. I 
don’t give a damn.” 

“Here we are at your house now,” said Jack. 

“Well, I won’t go in,” said Tom. “I’m going to find 
some more whisky.” 

Jack, knowing that Tom was out of his mind, knew 
that he would never get Tom to go into his house and go to 
bed, so he hit Tom in the jaw, picked him up and carried 
him into his house and put him to bed. Jack then left and 
carried the other boys home, and then went home himself. 
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The next day Tom awakened with a sick headache and 
a very sore jaw. He got out of bed and could hardly walk. 
After dressing he went downstairs and had breakfast with 
his wife and son. Tom’s wife was a very nice looking 
woman of about twenty-five and a high woman in the social 
center of her community. Tom, Jr., a fine looking lad of 
five years, was just like his father, with blue eyes and curly 
hair. This family had always been a very happy little 
family. After finishing his breakfast Tom kissed his wife 
and son goodbye and then left for his office. 

Tom worked at the First National Bank, where he had 
been cashier for three years, and was liked by everyone 
in the bank. 

Days passed into weeks, weeks passed into months, until 
one day the auditor of the First National Bank came around 
to check up on the books. The auditor came into Tom’s 
office and shook hands with him, as he always did. But 
Tom did not seem to be the same man; he turned red in 
the face and seemed scared to death. The auditor sus- 
pected something right away, and he told Tom to have 
a seat and wait until he got through. 

In about two and a half hours the auditor turned to 
Tom and said, “Just as I expected, but I wouldn’t have 
thought it of you, Tom.” 

Tom said, “What’s the matter?” 

“You know what’s the matter,” said the auditor; “you 
are short five thousand dollars.” 

“Why, I’m sure there is a mistake,” said Tom. 

“There is no mistake,” said the auditor; “I have checked 
up on the books very carefully and, Tom, you have stolen 
that money/’ 

“You lie!” said Tom; “I haven’t stolen a penny from 
this bank.” 

Overhearing this conversation the president of the bank 
stepped into the office and said, “Tom, I have overheard 
this conversation between you and the auditor, and I am 
sorry, but you are guilty, for I saw you drunk the other 
night and spending a lot of money on your friends. I had 
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a man to check up on your books last night and this auditor 
is right.” 

Tom, nodding his head, said, “You’re right, I am guilty.” 
Tears then began to fall down Tom’s cheeks and also the 
president’s, as he loved Tom very much. 

Tom then said, “All this comes from taking my first 
drink. I swear I’ll never take another drink as long as 
I live.” 

“If you’ll swear to that last statement,” said the presi- 
dent, “I’ll pay the five thousand dolars and let you pay 
me back in the days to come.” 

“Do you mean that?” said Tom. 

“Yes, I do,” said the president. 

“And this won’t be let out to the public?” asked Tom. 

“No,” said the president. 

Tom kissed the president, grabbed his hat and ran home 
as fast as he could. He went to his room and got two gallon 
jugs of whisky, carried them into his back yard and took 
his pistol and shot them all to pieces. And from that day 
on Tom never took another drink of whisky. And as Tom’s 
boy was growing up and starting to be an athlete, he was 
told every day of the world that if he expected to be a 
gentleman and an athlete never to take a drink of whisky. 

Dan McAlpine, ’28. 


So They Just Drifted On 

small town of Blighton was there and that was 
Very few people were on the streets and those 
it were seemed to wish that they were some- 
wihere else, any where, just so they were out of the sun. 

In the city park, which was located near the one and only 
business district, two men were half lying and half sitting 
on a bench. These men were dressed in threadbare, un- 
pressed clothes, dirty shirts and rather old-looking slouch 
hats. One of them was reading a newspaper and making 
occasional sarcastic remarks about the weather and the 
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city of Blighton, and wishing they were in the town that 
they had been in two days before. 

As he glanced through the paper he came upon an ad- 
vertisement that said, ‘‘All heirs of John Thomas Allen 
will please be present at the reading of the will of the 
deceased."' 

As he read it the fact dawned upon him that the dead 
man had the same name as his traveling companion and 
buddy, so he said to him, “John, here is an advertisement 
about a man dying and he happens to have almost the same 
name as you."’ 

John took the paper from his buddy Jack and read 
the notice. 

“This happens to be one of my uncles that I haven’t seen 
or heard from in about twelve or fifteen years,” he said. 

“Well, why don’t you go up and get your share,” asked 
Jack. 

“That’s just what I intend to do, and you are going with 
me, but we will spend most of our small supply of cash in 
making ourselves presentable,” replied John. 

They pulled themselves out of their comfortable posi- 
tions and started toward the business district. Their first 
stop was made at a barber shop, where they bathed, were 
shaved, had their hair trimmed and their shoes shined. 
Next they went to a pressing shop, where they had their 
suits pressed and their hats blocked. From there they went 
to a clothing store where they each bought a new tie and 
a new shirt. These they put on at a hotel in the division 
marked “Men Only.” They also checked their bundle of 
two old shirts and two old ties there. 

As they headed for the lawyer’s office they appeared to 
be two well dressed young men in comparatively good cir- 
cumstances, but as we know, appearances are deceitful. 

They walked into the office of the lawyer and asked 
for Mr. Haville, but he was not in and would not be in 
for half an hour. They sat down and looked around them. 
There was no one else in the room. Culd it be that there 
were no other relatives? That was impossible, for John 
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knew of at least four other living relatives. It must be 
that they hadn’t gotten the notice. 

When the lawyer arrived John and Jack were imme- 
diately called into his o^ffice. Mr. Haville asked John to 
prove his identity, which he did by various papers which 
he had on his person. 

After this was finished Mr. Haville read the will, which 
stated that all claimants who were present at the reading 
of the will would share equally in what was left after all 
of his possessions had been converted into cash and his 
bills paid. 

The lawyer finished, put down the will and said, ‘‘As 
you, John Allen, are the only one present ,you get all that 
remains of his fortune. This amounts to $26.50, but the 
government has that in hand now and the inheritance tax 
will amount to about half of it. But if in about three 
months, you will call back, there will be a check here 
for about $13.00.’’ 

Without a word John and Jack got up and left the office. 
As they walked down the street Jack said, “Well, it cost 
us $13.50 to dress up, but I guess it’s worth it. We found 
a little more bad luck.” 

“Yes, that reminds me that we are completely broke,” 
replied John as he turned down a side street and started 
for the place where they had left the inbound freight. 


Love’s Labor Lost 

ITTING on the “poach” of 215 Jo Johnston was 
Andrew Jackson Smith, and huddled beside him 
in the old wooden swing was Martha Washington 
White. They were separated by a half pound of Kress’ 
candy. A. J. Smith was saying, “Oh, Martha, I does be- 
lieve that you is made of my spare rib, like unto Eve was 
made of Adam’s. Oh, honey, gib me one ub dem black 
kisses” (which she did). “Honey, you knows dat you is 
too sweet ter live. Honey, I does declare dat de good Lawd 
made one another of us fer de oder.” 
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Martha Washington White, the personification of the 
ideal colored flapper, answered, “Oh, honey, eben if you is 
as black a nigger as me, I believe you is all right.” 

At this the clock struck twelve. “Honey,” said An- 
drew, “I is got ter go to work demorrow mornin’, so I 
reckon dat dis golden evenin’ gotter end.” 

Martha answered, “Yes, you and me both, honey, so 
I reckon we’d better say goodbye.” 

“Gimme another black sugar lump” (which she did). 

Having gotten his good night kiss he went down the 
steps, turning every step to get a last look at his honey 
before she went into the house. 

All of the way home Andrew thought of Martha. While 
he was preparing for bed he thought of her; after he had 
gone to sleep he dreamed of her. The next morning his 
awakening thoughts were of her, his dark-skinned beauty. 

That day at work his boss bawled him out for talking 
too much to the other workmen and keeping them from 
their work. At dinner he talked of her all of the time. 
Just before the tv'^elve-thirty whistle blew he said to one 
of his fellows, “Boy, you had oughter see de gal what am 
consecrating all o’ her affliction on me. Man, she sho’ am 
a beauty.” 

His companion asked, “When did you meet her?” 

“Las’ night,” he answered. “But I is done fell fer 
her.” 

“Boy, you had better watch out fer dat kind what loves 
you before you know dem very good,” said one of his fellow 
workmen. 

“She am different, boy. She shore am different,” he 
answered. 

That night he went home, put on his very best clothes 
and went to Martha’s house. Martha was standing at the 
door as if she were waiting for him. “Oh, honey,” she said, 
“you is just in time for supper.” 

At this they went in and sat down to a very good meal. 
“Honey,” said Andrew, “I knows dat you is made fer me. 
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“What make you lie like dat?” Andrew asked Martha. 
“You knows me as good as you knows yourself.” 

But she would not recognize him and Jones pushed him 
out of the door. 

j The next day one of Andrew’s Trienids asked him, 
“Andy, how is you an’ your wife ter be ?” 

Andrew replied, “Aw, go to de debil then to himself, 
“I is all off of women fer life; dey is all gol’ diggers an’ 
change like de moon.” 

Donald Blair, ’ 28 . 


Christmas Gifts 

A One-Act Play 

Scene: Living room in the country home of Mr. and 
Mrs. Brown. 

Time: Christmas morning. 

Characters: Mrs. Brown, father; Mrs. Brown, mother; 
Anna Laura, daughter; Mary, cook; John, houseboy. 

Mr. Brovra : “Well, I guess it’s about time to open our 
Christmas gifts.” 

Anna Laura: “Oh, Mother, just see what Aunt Julia 
sent me, one of those lovely pairs of shoe trees like the ones 
I saw Cousin Harriet making last Christmas.” 

Mrs. Brown : “Yes, they look very much like the ones 
she gave Aunt Julia last Christmas. Knowing Aunt Julia 
as I do, and that she never uses such things, those must be 
the same ones she put away for you this Christmas, and I 
am sure of it, because the box has a South Bend, Ind., mer- 
chant’s name on it and that’s where Cousin Harriet lives. 
Well, just put them back in the box, dearie, and we’ll send 
them to Cousin Mamie down in Georgia.” 

Mr. Brown : “By George, those people down in Georgia 
have certainly got their dates mixed. They’ve sent me back 
the same red tie that I sent Brother Henry last year. You 
know the one that old Fulcher down at the office gave me 
the year before.” 
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Mrs. Brown (opening package) : ‘‘Well, I do declare. 
Don’t think you’re the only ones who are the recipients of 
last year’s bird’s nests. Here’s that fudge apron I made 
for Sister Jones’ youngest daughter when she married.” 

Enter Mary with John: ‘‘Christmas gif!” “Christmas 
gif !” 

Mrs. Brown : “John and Mary, here are your gifts, and 
I hope you will both like them, a pearl inlaid cigarette case 
for you, Mary, and a gold top hip flask for you, John.’' 

Mary and John : “Thanks, Mr. Harry and Miss Annie ; 
just what we wanted.” 

Exit Mary and John. 

Anna Laura (aside) : “I don’t see why Mother and 
Dad didn’t give me that cigarette case instead of this old 
music stand.” 

' Mrs. Brown: “Well, now that we have looked at our 
presents let’s put them back carefully so that we can decide 
what we want to give away next year.” 

K. Hussey, ’30. 


The Dream Ship 


The sea was calm and the sun 
was low. 

When we sighted a sail afar. 

Breathless, we lined the deck to 
know 

What ship bore the sign of the 
star. 

Smoothly she sailed on the quiet 
blue 

As if borne by unseen wings, 

A phantom ship of golden hue 

From the land of the fairy 
kings. 

As it passed I beheld a vision 
fair 

Of a girl clad in satin and 
pearls ; 


The dew seemed to sparkle in 
her hair 

As it hung to her waist in 
curls. 

For one fleeting moment I look- 
ed on her face, 

And then like a flash she was 
gone ; 

The golden ship bore her far 
away 

To the rosy hills of the dawn. 

And ever I sail toward the ris- 
ing sun, 

To the land of my dream girTs 
home; 

So must I search till life is done, 

And I can no longer roam. 

John Moore, ^30. 
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Last year's regrets, disappointments and mistakes, let 
us sweep them from our mind as we sweep the dead leaves 
from our path. 

There is an old saying, ‘‘Don't cross the bridge until 
you come to it," but there is another which is equal in im- 
portance, “Never dwell upon your mistakes; use them as 
stepping stones to your success," for it is only through 
our mistakes that we are able to secure the key to success. 

The new year is like a garden ready to be planted. We 
are the planters, and in our garden we may sow the seed 
that will reap success, happiness and knowledge, or we may 
sow the seed that will harvest failure, disappointment and 
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bitter regret. It is in our power to do one or the other. 

Let us also not forget that there is an important plant 
which, if we obtain happiness, must grow there. This little 
plant is called self-sacrifice, and the fruit of it brings joy 
to those who receive it and to the giver. 


After three years of faithful and unceasing service our 
dear and beloved friend. Coach W. H. Kirkpatrick, more 
familiarly known as ‘‘Mr. Kirk,’’ has resigned. This action 
on his part was a result of lack of time to attend both the 
athletic duties of M. B. A. and his own personal affairs. 

Throughout his term of service the athletics of M. B. A. 
have been most successful and the school has gained a na- 
tional prominence and recognition. The loss of Mr. Kirk 
is a serious blovv^, and though it had been expected for some 
time, it will not be possible to forget him nor easy to fill 
the position left vacant. 

Mr. Kirk Was a lover of boys. He was, as he always will 
be, a consoler of boys in distress ; always their friend, tend- 
ing a helping hand at times of necessity regardless of their 
abilities as athletes. On the football field, as well as else- 
where, a word here, a bit of encouragement there, have 
gained for him undying love and friendship from whom- 
ever he has come into contact with. To the school he was 
not surpassed in loyalty by any alumnus. 

As a climax to the season of 1927, a banquet was held 
at which letters and gold footballs were awarded to six- 
teen members of the squad in return for their services 
during the season. After the banquet a dance was given 
by Mr. Kirkpatrick in honor of the squad, which was 
attended by members of the squad, their friends and the 
faculty of the school. 


What is the true meaning of Christmas? It is a mean- 
ing that has been lost in the mad rush of the present day 
gift mania. We should remember that Christ came to 
save mankind and not to plunge him into needless debt that 
brings with it worry and ill-feeling. ‘Teace on earth, good 
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will to man/' were the tidings the angels brought. Children 
should be taught the true Christmas story and their minds 
should not be filled with a superstitious, mythical ‘‘Santa 
Claus." 

Once we heard an old lady say that when she was a 
child and found out that she had been deceived into think- 
ing that there was a Santa Claus, her faith in everything 
was gone, so she decided that if her parents would lie to 
her about Santa Claus, then she in turn would deceive them. 
Needless to say that if less money were spent in useless 
giving there would be more real peace and happiness in 
every home. When the act of giving becomes a burden 
to the giver then the true spirit is lost. This, too, works 
a hardship on those who are brave enough to defy this cus- 
tom, making themselves appear selfish and stingy. 

I wish it w:ere my privilege, 

As I pass along my way, 

To bring a little happiness 
To some one every day. 

Indeed I feel in doing this 
I'd carry out His thought, 

In passing on a bit of cheer, 

'Twould be just what He taught. 


Christmas is a time of the year when we all have our 
attention called to the wonderful things which surround 
US. It is a time when we should take inventory of our- 
selves. What multiplied opportunities we have of grow- 
ing to be strong and fine men, each one an asset to his own 
group of friends and to his own community. Our chance 
for developing ourselves morally, mentally, physically and 
educationally is at hand. 

But in our thoughts of just ourselves we should not 
forget those less fortunate than we. Think of the home- 
less, the suffering caused by the lack of things. Let us all 
do our part to make Christmas a happier day for some 
poor boys who are minus the little things which we con- 
sider nothing, but to them would mean all. 
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THE CHRISTMAS TREE 

It stood in the forest 
,So stately and green; 

Of untimely death 
Naught did it dream. 

With Christmas came 

An axe bright and keen; 

It was carried away 

For some little tot’s dream. 

In the corner it stood. 

Decked with silver and gold ; 

’Neath the candle’s bright glow 
Christmas stories were told. 

Soon the joy was all over. 
The toys on the floor; 

Alone in the comer 
’Twas useful no more. 

A few days it stood. 

And then on a morn 

Of its silver and gold 

It was stripped and forlorn. 

All withered and dead 
It lay in the street. 

Dishonored, cast out. 

Trampled under the feet. 

Edward Gardner, ’29. 


DECEMBER 

Winter is here. 

No flowers fair 

Grace the fields. 

The trees are bare. 

Among their boughs 
The wind does moan. 

And on the ground 
The leaves are strown. 

Above the trees 
The sky is gray; 

Throughout the land 
Winter holds sway. 

In all the wood 
No sound is heard. 

No bark of dog, 

No chirp of bird. 

The sun has set. 

The stars aippiear. 

Come, let us leave. 

For night is here. 

J. Phillips, Jr., ’30. 


THE BURGLAR 

The silver mon was shining 
bright. 

The stars! were all aglow; 

A man was walking down the 
street 

Upon the icy snow. 

He went directly to a house 

And tried to ope' the door. 

But dors and windows were so 
locked, 

He tried to ope’ no more. 

An idea came into his brain. 

So up the walls he goes, 

And dropping through the chim- 
ney flue. 

He lights upon his toes. 

The owner hears this little noise, 

His gun he swiftly draws — 

But finds that this is Christmas 
night — 

The burglar, Santa Claus. 

Tom Hatfield, ’29. 


GIRLS WE MEET 

I fell in love with a pretty girl, 
As lovely as the day. 

I asked her would she marry me; 
She said, “Some day I may.” 

Every night to her house I went, 
Her folks I did not see. 
Candies to her I always sent; 

I was sure she was meant for 
me. 

She was kind to me and said 
She was always very glad 
To see me, then remarked 
What bad candy I had. 

One night when she looked wor- 
ried 

I said, “Let me kiss your 
brow.” 

She said I would have to hurry. 
As her husband was in town 
now. 

Howard Allen. ’29. 


F 



Abb iLandis, ’73, who was one 
of the world’s leading actuaries 
and one of Nashville’s most 
prominent citizens, died Decem- 
ber 8 th. 

❖ ^ ❖ 

*‘Plute” Lusky, ’24, was elect- 
ed alternate captain of the foot- 
ball team at Vanderbilt for next 
season. William Killebrew, ’25, 
was elected manager. 

The marriage of Miss Grace 
Stumpe to Theodore Srygley, 
’19, in Port Arthur, Texas, was 
one of the recent wedding events 
among the alumni. 

* ❖ * 

Bill Greene’s (’26) work on 
the Sewanee freshman team 
against the Vandy freshmen on 
Thanksgiving morning was ex- 
cellent. 

Hiackman and Brown’s work 
on the U. T. freshman team the 
past season was very gratifying 
to the U. T. backers. 

'‘Butts” Geny, ’26, was cap- 
tain of O. Geny & Sons’ team 
which won the National Amateur 
Football championship. 

♦ * 

Harold Joy, ’09, was elected 
vice president of the Southern 


Florists’ Association at their an- 
nual meeting held in Asheville, 
N. C., ip November. 

^ ^ 

Charles M. Turner, ’21, has 
left the General Electric Oo. and 
gone with a Chicago firm of con- 
sulting engineers. He will be 
stationed in New York or Phila- 
delphia next year. 

Hs * 

The marriage -of Miss Eliza- 
beth Taylor of Memphis to Hask- 
ell Rightor, Jr., ’19, was one of ♦ 
the season’s most interesting so- 
cial events among the alumni. 

❖ * ❖ 

James Riddle, ’24, has been 
elected vice president of Rich- 
ards and Welch, a prominent 
clothing firm of the city. 

* « ♦ 

Frank Ahearn, ’02, is now one 
of the firm of Patton, Hatcher 
and Ahearn, a large wholesale 

feed store of the city. 

" * * ♦ 

Hays Jakes, ’25, is with his 
father in the foundry business. 

* * ❖ 

William Danley, ’23, is in the 
employment of the Dupont Co. 

in Birmingham, Ala. 

❖ * * 

Tom Hill, ’26, is attending the 
University of Detroit. 
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Teacher like to have called me 
'^honey^^ today; he called me 
‘‘‘beeswax.*’ 

* 55: * 

And here are a few comments 
on Patton by Merville, *29. 
There’s a boy in our midst 
Who’s never been kissed; 

His features are hard as a nail. 
He’s a physical wreek from his 
toes to his neck. 

And his head takes the shape of 
a whale. 

This famed athlete 
With the ostrich feet 
Is a well liked man of the place ; 
But show me a girl in the whole 
wide world 

That could love such a queer 
looking face. 

His neck name is “Bull,” and he 
is a big pull 

In our gridiron line of defense. 
To overlook his craziness and 
forget his laziness. 

This boy really has good sense. 

He’s dear to us all. 

Even to Mr. Ball, 

And we must do for him what 
we can. 

Let’s all boost Patton to replace 
Raymond Hatton 
As the world’s funniest looking 
man. 

* ❖ 

Ward Phillips’ idea of an easy 
job is to help a florist pick flow- 
ers off of a century plant. 


Let’s Give Him a Page Ad 

Question Mark: “How old is 
Patton?” 

Encyclopedia: “I don’t know, 
but every one was overcome by 
the heat from the candles at his 
last birthday dinner.” 

« * ❖ 

Patton : “I hate to think of 
my twenty-first birthda^.” 

Me Alpine: “Why, what hap- 
pened?” 

sjJ H* 

Question: “Did Nero play a 
fiiddle while Rome burned?” 

Answer: “No. If the legend 
was true, the instrument was 
probably a lyre.” 

sjc 5?: * 

Averbuch: “What did the fel- 
lows say about your not going to 
the ‘frat’ meeting?” 

Hardin: “They were reasona- 
ble; they met me half way.” 

He * sJ* 

There was company at the 
house for dinner when >pa asked 
Bill to return thanks. 

Bill: “I don’t know any.” 

Pa: “Say what I say every 
meal.” 

Bill: “Go light on the butter; 
it’s fifty cents a pound.” 

He He He 

Goodman: “You know, flirting 
with girls is just like a game of 
football.” 

Worrall: “How’s that?” 

Goodman: “If you have a good 
line you can hold them.” 
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The other day we had a quiz. 
The subject was Math 5; 

And on this test I (proved a fiz — 
I^m dumb, I can’t survive. 

In English I was tested. 

But the same old thing proved 
true; 

My brains have been molested. 
And I don^t know what to do. 

In Espanol I miss my nouns; 

I guess that I am punk. 

I say the word the way it sounds. 
But it proves to be the bunk. 

In History 6 I’m lacking; 

My answers are not right. 

I think my brains are cracking. 
For my knowledge is a fright. 

In brief, I am just dumb — 
Asleep in every class. 

My reckoning has come — 

My subjects I canT pass. 

Chet Miller, ’28. 

* * * 

Mrs. Johnson: “Wrenne, you 
have a zero here against you.” 

Wrenne: ‘‘But, Mrs. Johnson, 
I turned in my work.” 

Mrs. Johnson: “Yes, I know it. 
That accounts for the zero.” 

* Ht !*: 

Howard Alien: “Borne one has 
to take Worrall’s place next 
year, and his pants just fit me.” 

He * * 

I know a very pretty girl, 

A very lovely girl. 

Her hair is like the sunshine^s 
gold. 

The name she bears is Pearl. 

Peroxide on her hair she used, 

A fact that’s widely known; 
Although she^s only fifty-two. 
She says she^ll soon be grown. 

Her teeth that look just like the 
stars 

And are so pearly white. 

Were fashioned at the dentist’s 
rooms 

And come out every night. 

Tom Hatfield, ’29. 


The senior members of the 
football team were guests at the 
Vanderbilt football banquet 
Monday evening, December 5tn. 

^ ^ ^ 

Vaughan’s greatest ambition 
is to own a sword. 

❖ * * 

The boys and girls are playing. 
The snow is falling fast. 

And Christmas bells are ringing 
As sleds are gliding past. 

The men are cutting Christmas 
trees. 

Old Santa is soon to come. 
The children shout aloud in glee. 
Bootleggers are selling rum. 

Bud Pearson, ’31. 

* * Hj 

In English 5: “McClure, I’ll 
give you just one day to hand 
in that theme.” 

McClure. “All right. How 

about the fourth of July?” 

He ❖ H: 

Charlie Coggin (to Williams 

on way to see Santa Claus (pa- 
rade) : “Tell him I’ve been a 
good boy.” 

H; He He 

Here lies the body of Charlie 
Vaughan ; 

The shell is left, but the nut is 
gone. 

We’re glad he found out before 
too late 

That he could do better by go- 
ing sraight. 

❖ He He 

I looked into those swimming 
eyes; the trembling lips beckon- 
ed me on. I was in dreamland 
— 'I gave a thrilled gasp — ^and 
the largest bubble I had ever 
blown burst. 

He He He 

Coggin (singing) : 

“Listen to the mocking bird. 
Listen to the mocking bird: 
Coo-koo, coo-koo, coo-koo.” 

He He He 

Our new yell: 

Yea, team! Yea> team! Yea 
team! 

Put up your dukes! 
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I cannot make a rhyme, 
iSo why should I take the time? 
Why should I raok my brain 
About something that's inane? 
The poets write about flowers 
and love. 

But give me my bat and a base- 
ball glove. 

I might write about Christmas 
and all the new toys, 

But I'd a darn sight rather be 
out with the boys, 

Playing football or baseball away 
or at home. 

Instead I'm sitting writing this 
poem. 

Read this poem and say what 
you will. 

But it's all I can do, so I'll sign 
my name, 

Bill— Miller, '30. 

* ♦ * 

A perfectly built man could be 
made with Williams* feet, Phil- 
lips' legs, Louthan's body. Helm's 
head, Patton's face, Allen's nose. 
Brown's ears and J. Myers' arms. 
* * * 

Noble: “What course do you 
advise me to graduate in?" 

Mr. Ball: “In the course of 
time." 

* Hs * 

Wheeler: “What are you writ- 
ing about?" 

Bentley: “The Decoration of 
Inderpendence." 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

In History 6: “When did we 
acquire Samoa?" 

Sisk: “Some more what?" 

* ♦ 

Part of “Two Black Crows" 
(revised) : 

First Crow: “And he bugs 
three or four at the same time !" 

Second Crow: “Aw, you can't 
do that." 

First Crow: “But he can!" 
Second Crow: “Who is this 
Sultan, anyway^" 

Fir^ Crow: “Why bring that 
up? Everybody knows." (Vic- 
trola stops.) 


The other day Mrs. Johnson 
was telling her class about class- 
room etiquette, and Jack Morton 
thought we were going to have a 
banquet. 

* * * 

Myers (to Mr. Cherry) : “Why 
do you lay everything on me?" 

Williams: “You have more 
strength to bear it than we." 

^ * * 

Noble says he doesn't know 
enough about solid geometry to 
ask a question about what he 
wants explained. 

* ❖ * 

Worrall: “Puryear, are you 
going out for basketball?" 

Pu^^ear. “Np^ I can't play 
anything but football." 

* * ^ 

Mr. Williams : “This is the last 
time I am going to tell you to 
stop talking." 

Noble (aside) : “Thank good- 
ness! Now I can talk all I want 
to without being interrupted." 

* * He 

The Correct Formula for Love 

Letters 

My Darling : 

Can't you hear me say “I love 
you" in the sweetest way “I love 
you" — - 

Please believe me — 

I love you better than any- 
body in this whole world — 

At first, , I didn't 

think that there was much to 

you, but honest, , you 

have no equal. 

Remember, I love you — ■ 
Your own, 


P. S. (C'est vous.) 

* * * 

Week-end Guest: “One of my 
ancestors came over on the May- 
flower." 

“Oh, really? How long is he 
going to stay?" 
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A back fence is the shortest 
distance between two gossips. 

* * ♦ 

Wit: “Why is it that a track 
man never gets hungry?” 

Halfwit: “Because he's al- 
ways ^ot a couple of hot dogs." 
* * * 

Do you recognize these names : 
Soup, Fritzie, Felix, Nosy, Razz, 
Kissie, Doggie, Gas House, Sir 
Gilli, Hula, Red, Hayseed, Runt, 
Cutter? 

* * * 

Ed Wrenne, the local nuisance. 

* * ♦ 

EXCHANGES 

The Bulletin has not received 
nearly as many exchanges as we 
had at this time last year. We 
were late in getting the Bulletin 
started this year and maybe oth- 
ers are in the same fix. We hope 
this is the case and wish to ex- 
change with our old friends. We 
think the Bulletin is a good pa- 
per and are constantly trying to 
improve it. You can help us 
considerably by exchanging and 
commenting. 

* * :ic 


nooga, Tenn.: A good paper. We 
are glad to have you on our Ex- 
change list. 

The Wood-lite, Woodbury 
High School, Woodbury, Tenn.: 
We think a few jokes would help 
your paper. 

We have not received Ex- 
changes from some of our old 
friends and we are very anxious 
to hear from them. Some of 
them are: 

The Crimson: Manual Train- 
ing High School, Louisville, Ky. 

The Signal, Central High 
School, Columbia, Tenn. 

The Wallace World, Wallace 
University School, Nashville, 
Tenn. 


ine Fcho, Hume-Fogg High 
School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Bell, Tilghman High 
School, Paducah, Ky. 

The Ward-Belmont Hyphen, 
Ward-Belmont College, Nash- 
ville, Tenn. 

Central High News, Central 
High School, Nashville, Tenn. 


CLIPPINGS 


The Campus List, Baylor 
School, Chattanooga, Tenn.: We 
think an Exchange department 
would help your paper. You 
are one of our old Exchanges. 
Keep us on your list. 

The Peabody Volunteer, Pea- 
body Demonstration School, 
Nashville, Tenn.: We are glad 
to see that you have an Ex- 
change department this year. 
We wish to remain on your list 
as you have a very interesting 
paper. 

Jonesboro High Times, Jones- 
boro, Ark. : Your paper covers 
school life well. Your athletics 
are exceptionally good. 

The Purple Panther, Nashville 
Cathedral High School, Nash- 
ville, Tenn.: Your jokes are 
good but we think some editorials 
would improve your paper. 

The Maroon and White Chat- 
tanooga High School, Chatta- 


Telegram: “No mon. No fun. 
Your son." 

Reply: “How sad. Too bad. 
Your dad." — Peabody Volunteer. 

Actor: “A horse! A horse! 
My kingdom for a horse!" 

Voice from Gallery: “Will a 
jackass do?" 

Actor: “Sure! Come on down." 
— Peabody Volunteer. 

* « He 

Excuses 

Monday. 

F — elt too tired to study. 
Tuesday. 

L — ost my lesson on the way. 

Wednesday. 

U — sed all my paper. 

Thursday. 

N — ^0, I couldn't understand. 
Friday. 

K — new it once, but have for- 
gotten it now. 

— -Maroon and White. 
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admire my stenog. 

When she crosses her t's. 
But I admire her more ^ 

When she crosses her knees.’’ 

— Exchange. 


He * * 

The Scotchman who offered a 
prize to the one who could swim 
the Atlantic Ocean recently an- 
nounced that it would have to he 
swum under water. — ^Exchange. 
* * * 

“Where are you from?’^ 

“Chicago.’^ 

“Let^s see your bullet wounds. 

— Notre Dame Juggler. 

♦ * ♦ 

Fair One (to tourist who is 
shaving outside of his t^it) ; 
“Do you always shave outside.' 

Tourist: “Certainly, do you 

think I am fur-lined?” — College 
Humor. 

Hi * * 

The beauty about a barber 
college is that you can have as 


many cuts as you wish. The 
Purple Panther. 

* * ❖ 

Teacher: “What is the for- 
mula for water?” ^ 

T- #T. K.. L- ^^9 


N, 0.” 

' Teacher: “Where did you get 
that idea?” 

Student: “Why, yesterday 

you said it was H-to-0.” — Ma- 
roon and White. 


* 


Teacher: “John, make me a 
sentence using the words defeat, 
deduct, defense and detail.” 

John: “Defeat of Deduct 

went over Defence before De- 
tail.'^ — The Peabody Volunteer. 


* * * 


“Bobby,” said his mother, 
“don’t let me hear of you shoot- 
ing craps again. Those poor lit- 
tle things have j^st as much 
right to live as you have.” — The 
Peabody Volunteer. 


Castner-Knott 

Dry Goods Company 

We carry Adler Collegian Clothes for 
Young Men. Prices and styles right. 


Sooner or Later we all 

Have Insurance Problems 
This Company takes a keen interest 
in fitting the contract to the policy- 
holder. 

The Independent Life Insurance Company 

Nashville, Tenn. 
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Football is now a thing of the past. We have ended 
another year of perfect football by winning all of our 
games. It is true that we were scored on this year, but 
everyone knows that the best of teams have their goal lines 
crossed. 

The two teams that scored on us this year were Morgan, 
who recovered a fumble and ran for a touchdown, and 
the other the strong Manual High, of Louisville, who re- 
cently won the national championship, were able to score 
two touchdowns by straight football. 

We were lucky to have as our leader this year Bobbie 
Worrall, who for two years has been chosen on the All- 
Southern team. He was said by everyone to be the greatest 
prep school football player in the country. 

The best fellow in the world, W. H. Kirkpatrick, our 
coach, deserves all the credit for the team’s success. He 
can get more out of a bunch of boys than anybody because 
of his personality. He is not only the best coach in the 
country, but with it he is a father to us all. Too much 
praise cannot be given him. We were also fortunate in 
having Fred McKibbon as our assistant coach. He should 
also be given much praise for his ability to develop our 
inexperienced line to equal that of any team that we have 
played. 

M. B. A. is very unfortunate in losing this year such 
valuable men as Bobbie Worrall and Hugh Goodman, se- 
lected on the composite All-Southern team, and the fol- 
lowing men also who were on the Nashville Banner’s Honor 
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Roll : Phillips, Vaughan, Patton, Meyers, D. Blair, Coggin 
and Bullard. We also lose this year some men whom we 
consider very important, Chet Miller, Ned Thomason, Claud 
Williams and Bev Young. 

But we are sure that even under these difficulties M. 
B. A. will have a winning teami next year. 

M. B. A., 43 ; Morgan, 6 

M. B. A. resumed her relations with Morgan for the 
first time in three years when they met its strong team in 
Sulphur Dell. The only score of the first quarter was two 
points marked up for M. B. A. as the result of a safety. 
Then in the second quarter a Morgan end scooped up a 
fumble and ran thirty-five yards for a touchdown. The 
try for goal failed. Morgan led at the end of the half by 
the score of 6^ to 2. It was the first time M. B. A. had been 
scored on in two years. 

M. B. A. however came back in the last half and ran 
wild scoring 41 points while Morgan did not get inside 
M. B. A.’s twenty-five yard line. It was a splendid example 
of real team work in which the Maroons completely out- 
classed Morgan. 

M. B. A., 34; Manual, 13 

Bobbie Worrall, our All-Southern quarterback, led M. 
B. A. to victory over Manual Hi, of Louisville. This is 
and always has been one of the strongest teams in the 
north central region, and as we understand had never been 
beaten on its home field by an invading team. 

Ward Phillips made the first touchdown from a pass 
and ran sixty yards for a touchdown, with Morton leading 
the interference. 

The second marker came from a pass, Worrall to Good- 
man, for thirty yards, and Goodman ran the remaining 
ten yards. 

The third was for fifteen yards, Worrall to Vaughan, 
across the goal line. 

jWoi^rall returned a punt for eighty yards for the 
fourth touchdown. 
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The fifth touchdown came in the last minutes of the 
game, a pass, Worrall to Phillips, across the goal line. 

Morton, Patton and Meyers were the stars in the line, 
but take it as a whole it was Worrall and a ten-man vic- 
tory. 

Manual had the strongest team M. B. A. has played this 
season. Render and Wieland tore the opposing line to 
shreds by their unstoppable thrusts. "‘Snip’" Browne was 
the outstanding star in the line. 

Line-up : Manual, Jones, 1. e. ; Sayer, 1. t. ; Matlock, 
1. g. ; Slaughter, r. g. ; Lynch, r. t. ; Browne, r. e. ; Wieland, 

q. ; Stern, 1. h. ; Render, r. h. ; Scheele, f. b. M. B. A., 
Morton, 1. e. ; Patton, 1. t. ; Sneed, 1. g. ; Bullard, c. ; Coggin, 

r. g. ; Meyers, r. t. ; Goodman, r. e. ; Worrall, q. ; Mayfield, 
1. h. ; Vaughan, r. h. ; Phillips, f . b. 

M. B. A., 82; Hume-Fogg, 0 

M. B. A. won over Hume-Fogg in Sulphur Dell, the 
score being 82 to 0. This broke all previous high scoring 
records between the two schools. 

As in every other game, Bobbie Worrall was again the 
shining light for the Maroons. Bobbie ran for six touch- 
downs during the combat, besides doing some pretty block- 
ing and tackling. He also ran the team in excellent form. 

Charlie Vaughan also did some nice gaining, making 
four touchdowns, once getting away for sixty yards and 
a touchdown. 

The interference of Phillips and the blocking of May- 
field were outstanding. They also made numerous gains 
through the line. 

Coggin, Meyers, Patton and the rest of the line also 
showed up well. 

Goodman snagged passes out of the air many times 
which resulted in touchdowns. 

M. B. A. displayed some of the best blocking and run- 
ning interference ever shown on the local gridiron. 

Hume-Fogg was unable to register a first down against 
our line. M. B. A.’s line was charging fast and furious. 
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There were no outstanding stars for Hume-Fogg, but 
Binns, Saunders, Hoffman and Johnson gave a good account 
of themselves. 

Line-up: M. B. A., Morton, 1. e.; Patton, 1. t.; Blair, 
1. g. ; Bullard, c. ; Coggins, r. g. ; Meyers, r. t. ; Goodman, r. 
e. ; Worrall, q. ; Mayfield, 1. h. ; Vaughan, r. h. ; Phillips, f . b. 
Hume-Fogg, Jackson, 1. e.; Whiteside, 1. t.; Frank, 1. g.; 
Johnson, c. ; Barnes, r. g. ; Saunders, r. t.; Moore, r. e.; 
VTiitfield, q. ; Binns, 1. h. ; Woodson, r. h. ; Hoffman, f . b. 

Scoring touchdowns : Worrall 6, Vaughan 4, Goodman 
3, Phillips 1. 

M. B. A., 19; Cathedral, 0 

M. B. A. won their last game of this season, defeating 
the fighting Irish Hi to the tune of 19-0. The score will 
almost tell the story of the game, as at times it was very 
rough and sluggish and both teams drew many penalties, 
ranging from five yards to half the distance of the field. 

M. B. A. was able to score only once in the first half, 
after Worrall had gotten off a 70-yard punt that was 
downed on the two-yard line. Miller broke through and 
blocked a punt for a touchdown. The extra point failed. 
M. B. A.'s other scores were by passes; one, Worrall to 
Goodman for 45 yards, and the other, Worrall to Phillips, 
for 30 yards. 

M. B. A.'s line deserves much credit, as the Irish were 
able to collect only two first downs from them. Hugh Good- 
man’s play at end was outstanding ; his pass receiving was 
of the best and led to many first downs. 

Although Bobby WorralFs runs were not as long as 
usual, they were numerous and he led the team well. 

Charlie Vaughan was hurt on the second play of the 
game. 


For the Irish, Connie Lynch at end and Rotello at half 
were outstanding. 
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